170 up the steps of the King George Hotel, much to the aston-
ishment of the flunkeys. I left the party about three in
the morning, feeling drunk but not at all gay.
About this time I received a letter from the American
Consulate requesting me to step in and have my passport
validated or invalidated. I went round to .the. office to
make inquiries. Being a native-born I took the matter
lightly. Just a bit of red tape, I thought to myself, Had
I brought a photograph, I-was asked immediately. No, I
hadn't thought of that. The porter took me down the
street a few blocks to look for a man who usually stood
or? a certain corner. The apparatus was there but no sign
of the man. I had nothing to do so I sat down on the
curb and waited patiently. When I .got back to the bureau
there were several Americanized Greeks waiting to be
cross-examined. One sly old peasant who had evidently
become prosperous in America amused me. He was talk-
ing in Greek to one of the secretaries, a Greek woman.
He evidently didn't like her efficient and somewhat supe-
rior attitude. He became muli§h. He would say neither
Yes nor No to the questions put him. He smelled a rat
somewhere and he was on his guard. The young woman
was almost beside herself. But the more frantic she be-
came the cooler he behaved. She looked at me in despair,
I thought to myself it serves you right, what business have
you to be tantalizing people with all these stupid ques-
tions? Finally it came my turn. What are you doing in
Greece? Where is your home? How many dependents
have you? Whom do you work for? I was so pleased with
the fact that I could answer readily—no home, no de-
pendents, no boss, no aim, et cetera, that'when he said
"couldn't you just as well do your-writing elsewhere?"
I said "of course, Pm a free man, I can work anywhere,
nobody is paying me to write." Whereupon he said—very
clever of hint—%ell then, I take it you could write in

